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To mark the manners of each diſtant age, 


To trace fair Science in th' hiſtoric page; 


To view her progreſs through each various clime, 


Or ſearch her footſteps up the hill of time; 


When Learning faintly ſhone with glimm'ring light, 
A lonely glow-worm in a gloomy night ; 
When 


\ 


Re 
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When the Chaldean firſt began to draw, 
On ſhapeleſs bricks, the hieroglyphic law ; 
And ofer the maple, and the oak's rough rind. 
To carve rude pictures of his brooding mind: 
No taſk like this my modeſt muſe eflays, 


But draws her ſubject from more recent days. 


flal happy days, when letters firſt were taught 
To act as faithful meſlengers of thought: 
When yellow parchment, with its poliſh'd grain, 
And ſnowy paper, lirſt receiv'd a ſtain. 
Proud dars when genius fhed its light afar, 
And ſhone, and ſparkled Iike a wand'ring ſtar. 
Then Poctry, ſweet maid, unveil'd her charms, 
And woo'd the otter” lover to "ob arms. 
Proud days—when underncath the humble fied, 
Philoſophy firſt deign'd to rear her head; 


And 


- 
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And undiſturb'd purſued the nudaight toll. | 


Then ſlow-pac'd Learning ventur'd to cxplore 


Perplexing mazes, never trod before; 


And left behind her a reſplendent ray, 


For future bards to mark her devious way. 


Thus creeping ſnails, that wander o'er the vine, 


Leave ſhining tracks in ev'ry crooked line. 


Science, e'en then, was but a playful child, 


Shrewd, ſubtle, but fantaſtic, weak, and wild. 


More ſage and prudent, yet {till rude and young. 


Through many a paſling age ſhe ſtream'd along. 


Sometimes in monkiſh convents deign'd to dwell, 


Or lodg'd within the hermit”; ſober cell. 
At length ſhe deck'd herſelf, as *twere in ſport, 


In diamond-{pangled robes, and went to court. 


in 
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And trimm'd her little lamp, and pour'd her ol, 


% 
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A fav'rite grown, ſhe ſeiz'd the ſtate's broad helm, 
Reſolv'd to baniſh Ign'rance from her realm; F 
Built ſplendid colleges, eſtabliſh'd rules, 
Deſign'd the charters of ſucceſſive ſchools ; 

And form'd ſociety's, that nobly join'd 

Their various pow'rs to humanize mankind. | 
Scenes, where the wile enjoy'd, without controul, 


« "The feaſt of reaſon, and the flow of ſoul.” 


Fir'd by example, ſoon tli' aſpiring croud, | 
With minds les poliſh'd, but with lungs more loud, 
Began to ſacriſice at wiſdom's ſhrine, 

And taſte the ſweets of lit'rature—and Wine. 
Then firlt the little club, I ſing, was ſeen, 


The cottage Book-club, on the village green. 


Above 


SO OR-CTL DVR 


Above that circling bench, of duſky hu = 


That clings around the oak from whence it grew, 


Where happy peaſants quail their nut-brown ale, 


And hear the rural ſong and merry tale, 
In the thick branches of the curling vine, 
Peeps forth, yet half conceal'd, the village ſign. 


: 171 5 | 10 u- 1 nc * | 
The cluſt'ring grapes, in dewy bunches ſpread, 


| Adorn the rudely pictur'd Marlb'rough's head; 


Thence gently through the chequer'd rafters wind 
To ſhade the lowly, ſtraw-roof 'd cot behind: 


The lowly, ſtraw- roof *d cot, through many a year, 


Eſteem'd for home-made wine, and ſparkling beer. 
On ſummer ev'nings, when approaching ſhades 


| Embrown the miſty hills, and ſpangled glades ; 


When the tir'd, ſun-burnt ſwain, with bliſter'd brow, 


Ilas left the painful labours of the plough; 


When 
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When village-maids in ſcatter'd groups are icen, 
And ruſtics urge the foot- ball o'er the green; 
Within the boſom of this fam'd retreat, 


The motley members of the Book-club mect. 


See, ncar the yellow ficld, that ffirts the heath, 


Where brawny wreſtlers panting ſtand for breath, 
Ac ancing low, in literary pride, 

The Surgcon Barber by the Vicar's fide. 
Thrice happy mortal, in himſclf how Eict ; 
Obſerve his ſtately air, and riſing creſt, 

While as they paſs, all conſcious of his Ni, 

The gazing croud admire—the ſports Rand Bil 
And pointin; forward to the well known fon, 


Happy ſo ſoon to p! ledge the W in wine, 


He views with eye aſkance, and brow of Torn, 


A row ot nighit-capp'd ak he juſt has ſrorn. 


And bites the myſtic boards, at which he gaz'd. 
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Ah! couldſt thou but have ſeen him, as he ſtood, 
When late he let yon ſturdy plowman blood; 


His firm right hand the recking lancet bore, 


Which now he points to the myſterious floor; 


Where the rough chalky line, and charcoal ſtroke, 


Are rudely ſcatter'd o'er the ſolid oak. 


Fix'd in aſtoniſiment, the ruſtic ſtares, 


At trizons, ſeꝑtagons, rectangles, ſquares. 


The ſurgeon, quickly loſt in thought profound, 
Forgets to bind the yh freming wound ; 
But ſtill directs him where the lines agree 

From B to A, and back from A to B: 


Tin faint with loſs of blood, he falls, amaz'd 


Slow 
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Slow pacing o'er the narrow road of clay, 
That winds acrofs the green its ſhapelels way, 
Ol{crve the painted chariot of the "ſquare, 
Drawn by two aged ftieeds, ne'er kuown to tire; 
Whoſe folewn air, and ſteady ſteps avow, - 
They've long been faithful partners in the plough. 
The village patron now arriv'd before 
The ipreading vine, that ſhades the cottage door, 
Plcas'd from his lately vehicle deſcends, 
To grect, with city ſpeech, his country friendz. N 
And while the Vicar and the Barher ſtand, 
Anxious who firſt ſhall ſhake him by the hand, 
Inu humble curves he bends his graceful head, 
But keeps aloof, to ſhew he's better bred. 
the roſy peaſants, as they ſit and ſmoke 
Thar ev'ning pipes, beneath the branctvy oak, 
Echold their Squire: when foon the comic row, 
In many an aukward gellure, ape lis bow, 


Loos'd 


g 
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I oos'd from the ſervile ſfiop- board and the ſhears, 
Lo! the ſmart Draper of the green appears. 
A ſelf. taught ſcholar though of mean degree, 
The hamlet boaſts few men more wiſe than he. 

Olk viſage meagre, yet in ſpeech elate, 

A dwarf in ſize, a giant in debate. 

When, high in argument, the club divides, 

He ſpeaks in thunder, and the brawl ſubſides. 
The Vicar marks him with a fearful cyc, 

And dreads his ſhrewd remark and quick reply ; 
And c'en the haughty Squire, unus'dto yield, 
Shrinks often into i. and quits the ficld. 


Lo! where thoſe little, playful churls beſtride 
The churchyard turnſtile, by the meadows ſide, 
Cloſe by the yew. tree hedge, that ſcarce can blind 


The whiten'd tomb-ſtones, ſcatter'd thick behind, 


The 
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The rural Bookſeller of aſpect pale, 

And bent with age, comes tott'ring down the vale. 
Since at this cottage club he took the lead, 

Full fifty winters have o'erinow'd bis head. 

Who but has heard his tale, ſo often told, 

Of famous men, whoſe names he once enroll'd. 
How thoſe illuſtrious members ſpoke and theught, 
What ale they tippled, and what bocks they bought. 
| Books, that were worthy of ſuperior praiſe, 
Unlike the flimſey works of modern days. 

IIou hither firſt his way great PV n found, 

And quickly travell'd all the pariſh round. 

_ How often he had feen, upon the plain, 

A Enot of ruſlics, gather'd round ſome fwain ; 
Who ſeated near the pebbiy rivulet's fide, 


(A rix'let then, but now @ river wide) 


Recited 


| 


neren 17 


Recited to the crowd each tuneful line 


+ Of Carles huge emblems, juſtly call” d divine. 


Ah! happy man, thus gently floating down 
The placid ſtream of life, with fair renown : | 
No rival envies, aud no foe rev iles 
Thy fame, conlin'd within three narrow miles. 

Emboſom'd i in thy little peaceful cot, 
That fronts the green, near yon delightful ſpot, . 
Where two tall rows of branching aſh trees meet, 
To ſhade the corner of the v inage ſtreet, 
Thou ſind'ſt an undiſturb d retreat from care; 


Nor ſtrife, nor calumny can reach thee there. 


Oft, in my ev ning rambles, do! flow: 
To view the iplendours of thy rural ſhop. 
There pamphlets, liſts of cures in printed bills, 


Phials and wafers, gallipots and quills, 


B And 
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And wooden cuts, that country maids entice, 
And ballads, headed by ſome gay device, 

The gaudy knave of clubs, and colour'd chart, 
And piles of ſhining wax, diſpos'd with art, 
Primmers and pray'r books, mingle in a row, 


Adorn the jutting ſaſh, contriv'd for ſhow. 


But hark! the village clock, through yonder oaks, 
Convenes the members, by fix tinkling ſtrokes. 
And now a larger, and promifcuous train, 

With nimble ſteps move o'er thc duſty plain. 
Meantime, obedicnt to the well-known ſound, 
The club are met; the glaſs begins its ronnel 
The Bookſeller repeats his frequent tale, 

Th' indignant Draper muſcs o'er his ale; 

The Barber talks of taxcs and their dates, 


And proves his ſyſtem by his Look of rates; 


Where 
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Where columns of «//-fl,uriſh'4 names ariſe, 
A monument of fame, to vulgar eyes. 
The *Squire calls “ order ſoon enſues ; 


And the ſirſt bus'neſs of the club is— neus. 


With well feign'd tales of ſhame and pity ſtor'd, 

Now buſy ſcandal hovers round the board. 

In modeſt guiſe ſhe makes her ſirſt eſſay, 

But gains by flow degree unconquer'd {way. 

The tickling jeſt, and equivoque provides, 

And hides her head, and holds her ſhaking ſides. 

The village ſecrets tells, ſince laſt they met: = 

Who ſhines with ill got wealth, who droops with 
debt; . 

Who fleeps on roſes, and who treads on thorns, 


Who keeps his hounds, and who retains his horns ; 


B 2 \Who 
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Who breaks moſt hedges, who ſupports the crown, 
Who builds up cottages, who pulls them down ; 
What upilart lives in affluence and eaſe, 
| That, t'other day, cried cabbages and peaſe ; 
What farmers ſpend moſt money at the Cranc, 
Whoſe wives and daughters dreſs from Drury-lane, 
What lover carves each branching willow's rind, 
What turly rector takes his tythes in kind; 
What *ſquire eats ortolans, to fhew his taſte, 
What rural beauty ſwells about the waiſt; 
That noble lord, eſteem'd ſo wile and good, 
Ilas met ck lady in the wood; 

Who, if report ſays true, approv'd his Vows, 


And left her brighteſt gem—among the bovghs. 


Welt 
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Well pleas'd with Scandal's tales, th. admiring 
throng 
With rapture liſten to her oily tongue. 
In ev'ry word, ſome culprit meets his doom, 


While peals of laughter echo through the room. 


« Defend us, angel !—miniſters of grace; 
Say, what art thou, that glid'it through vonder 
ſpace? 
1 tremble, hill I mark thy ſolemn air, 
Thy clouded brow, blue eyes, and ſhaggy hair ; 
The ink. beſpatter'd garments, patch'd and torn, 
Thy griſly beard, full many a day unſliorn; 
From whence thou cam'ſt, and what thy purpoſe 
tell, 


{ ſwear—but now methkin!s 1 Eno thee well. 
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An imp thou art: thou com'ſt from realms of 
7 night, 

Where ſtraggling lamps emit a gloomy light 

Where ghaſtly demons, for deſtruction made, 

| In folemn ſilence ply their midnight trade ; 

: Where myſtic types, and figures are combin'd, 

And forg'din fetters, that enchain mankind ; 
Where the huge preſs, beſet by ſable drones, 

Sends forth its hollow, and eternal groans. 

Yet, gentle village ſprite, thou'rt frec, I own. 

From deeds, that ſtain thy blacker tribe in town. 

No dark defigns thy humble works diſgrace, 
No factious paragraph, no lible baſe, 

No lying — for fedition made, 

No proud addreſs, no ſaucy paſquinade, 
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No flaming ſquib, no hot poetic brand, 
No pert rem nſtrance, ever left thy hand. 
In truth thou art, as all the pariſh think, 
A harmleſs dovil, as e'er dealt in ink. 
When erſt at day-break, I have roſe unſeen, 
To take my lonely walk acroſs the green, 
Full oft I've ſpiced thee, over yonder land, 
With yellow bruſh, and pipkin i in thy hand, 
Paſting, on barus, and trees, and huts of thy, 
Thy reeking hand bills, in the traveller S Way. 
Not royal Cæſar, when he role to quote, 

*Mong ſt laureli'd chicfs, the fav'rite book he 
_ wrote; | 
That book, deſign'd to ſpread through various 
climes, 


And tell hi; mighty dee to dliſtant times; 


_ 
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_ Ere felt a tranſport half fo 2 thine, 

When firſt thou turn'ſt to view thy own deſign ; 

'To read on papers, ſtuck where ivies crawl 

_ Ofer gaping crannies of ſome cottage wall, 

In rude, and ſhapeleſs characters dif] play'd 

The great, th important words—* %%, fon or 
& ſeray'd.” 

Yet hold--thy preſence all the club entreat : 

Then come, neglected artiſt, take thy feat. 

Draw near the iquire, embrace the foaming flip, 

And hang a pipe upon thy quiv'ring lip. 

Then laugh at tov-n-made printers, and their ſpies ; 


And learn thy low, yet guiltleſs, lot to prize. 


The creaking door i, heard behind the fxreen, 


And COW a ruſtie meſtenger is ſren; 


Weigh'd 


x 
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Weigh'd down by party pamphlets, Grub- ſtreet 


lays, 
Old magazines, gazettes, ſongs, ſpeeches, plays, 


And half the learning of High Holborn, ſcann'd 


At cobwebb'd ſtalls, and purchas'd ſecond hand. 
Mark, lily peepiug, how th' in boors, 


Squeez di in the kitchen ſettle, white with ſcores, 
Debate on pleaſures that from learning flow, 
Deplore their ptaching fate, and fourn the plough; . 
And each, whillt flow he ſhakes his woolly head, 


Curſes his "EY that taught kim not to read. 


Meantime the roſy members, with a ſmile, 


Behold the proſtrate, literary pile; 


But, careleſs of the worth it holds within, 


Forbear to ſtrip it of its tarniſi'd Kin. 


For now the bowl goes round, with quicken'd ſpeed, 


That leay es no vacant time, to think, or read. 


While 
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While curling clouds are puff'd throughout the 
room, 


Till all are buried in one ſmoky tomb. 


Again the door flies open. Ripe for news, 
The landlord enters with the laſt Reviews. 

Stop, reader —haſt thou ſeen, in yon ruſh chair, 

That pale, tall, parſon, with the cloſe cropp'd hair : 

For many years he walk'd his pariſh rounds, 

And ſerv'd three diſtant cures for thirty pounds. 

And this, with ſome few ſhillings by the week, 

For teaching his rich vicar's children Greek, 

I all he ever gain'd of hard earn'd pelf, 

To feed two orphan liſters, and himſelf. 

Tis faid, indeed, he was fo very poor, 


That c'en the ſtarving vagrant, near his door, 


Would 
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Would hide his ſickly face, and wooden leg, 

And bravely ſtagger by—aſham'd to beg. 

From ſome good friend, he lately took the hint, 

In * of growing rick, to preach in print 

A plain diſcourſe, his flock well nigh ador'd, 

Was ſoon ſelected from his little hoard ; 

And, poliſh'd with what pains he could beſtow, 

Came flaming forth from Pater-noſter row. 

Scarce was it born, when ſoon a quill-arm'd hoſt, 

Of critics-errant, in the Morning-Poft. 

Ruſli'd forth to its defence: and, ſtrange to tell, 
It fold, althouch a /orm;n, paſſing well. 
The poor divine ſoon {ces his little ſtore 
Of wealth increas'd, nor dares to wiſh for more. 

Tach rural dainty now becomes his prey, 


He feaſts on eggs and bacon twice a day. 


His 
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IIis little hut is made the houſe of joy, 

Ilis friends no more are inſolently coy 3 

But come in ſwarms to give their good advice; 
And c'en his old allies, the rats and mice, 

That baſcly left him, in the time of dearth, 


Peep from their holes, and frolic round his hearth. 


But ſee, he ſtarts—in conſternation loſt, 
He wildly gazes at the ſmiling hoſt. 
The ſmiling hoſt, now eager to amuſe 
IIis karned gueſts, exhibits the Reviews. 
Like Jove's fam'd meſſenger, on tiptoe ſtands, 
Holding the books of fate with lifted "PR 
Nad with falpenſe, and vehement for caſe, | 

Th affrichted curate graſps the dread decrees. 
Is — a deeper gloom, 


te fears, yet withes, to perceive his doom. 


A lickly 


hy) | >» 
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With trembling hand, the laccrated leaves: 


Nor ſtops, till ſoon in quick and fault'ring breath, 


And fluſhing checks, declare his glad ſurprize. 


B O OK LU B. 29 


A ſickly terror damps his languid frame, 


Yet all his ſhiv' ring heart beats high for fame, 


And now, impatient of delay, he cleaves 


He reads, Declaſſic's ſhort diſcourſe on death.” 


"Tis well, 'tis wond'rous well: his ſparkling 


eyes, 


| The grateful page, with eulogy replete, 


Commands lim ſtill to w rite—and ſtill to eat. 


The pleas'd theologiſt, to peace reſtor'd, 


Fills high a bumper to the feſtive board; 


And ſoon, o' erwhelm'd with heart. felt joy, wich- 


_ draws; 


While all the cottage rings with loud applau%. 


dow 


. 
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Now, beauteous in the bloom of nineteen ycars, 


The virgin daughter of the hoſt appears. 


Her flowing hair, with ſtreaming ribbands grac'd, 


Her ſilken breaſt-knot, negligently plac'd, 

Her ſnowy neck, her clear and ſparkling eyes, 
The tranſient bluſh that o'er her boſom lies, 
Her winning ſmile, the ande of decency, | 
Her look, the look of ſweet ſimplicity, 


And, more than all—what None can here with- 


and 


The ſmoking bowl, held trembling in her hand, 
A ſudden tranſport to the croud impart, 
Charm ev'ry eve, and warm cach chilly heart. 


* 


Not hedge- row flow'rs, that country maids ſelect, 


Not orchards fair, with ſpring's I rſt bloſſoms deck't, 


Not tender lilies, nor the yellow broom, | 


Nor foreſt hawthorns, white vi !avrant bloom, 
Nor 


. 
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Nor ſucklings wild, o'er garden bow'rs that ſtray, 
Are half ſo fair, as Iſabel the gay. 


Ye heavens ! with what extravagant delight, 


The joyful ſages view th' endearing ſight. 


The beauteous maid with fervour they addreſs, 


By turns they flatter, and by turns, careſs. 


As burning woods, whoſe ſere and frozen tops 

. Have long been fring'd with winter's hoary drops, 
When moſt they” re child in fierce/? flames expire, 
Still fed by melting icicles the ſire: 


8o child by time's inevitable froſt, 


In am'rous flames expire the doating hoſt. 

But ſoon the maid retires : thi important wink 
Is giv AER health five fathom deep“ my drink 
In ſuch a glorious cauſe, cach thirſty foul 
Burns to explore the bottom of the bow!. 

Stern regularity now quits the board, 


And riot, boundleſ riot is the word. 
Repleniſli'd 
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| Repleniſh'd goblets jealous Jars create 3 


Soon follow open war, and foul debate. 
Each champion aids, as with revenge he glows, 


His powerful logic with more powerful blows. 


Now books are made their miſſile force to try; 


Swift as artill'ry balls, huge volumes fly. 
Cungreve, and Bunyan, Cheſterficld, and Carr, 


Light troops and heavy, wage promiſcuous war. 
Een airy Torick falls like pond'rous lead, 


And cracks his joke on ſome rich peaſant's head. 


At length the potent juice obſcures cach brain, 


And Chacs holds his univerſal reign. 


Thus, meeting to diſpute, to fight, to plead, 
To ſmoke, to drink—do any thing but read— 
The club—with ſtagg'ring ſteps, yet light of heart, 
Their taſte for learning ſhewn, and punch—depart, 


O 
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